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EDITORIALS.

THE remark has lately reached the ever-open editorial ears that THE
TABLET "never takes up anything except to criticise it." Now
the injustice of this remark does not lie in the fact that THE TABLET
never criticises anything, for of course it does very often, but in the fact
that the speaker does not give us our due. The college paper is the
mouthpiece of the college, and as such it claims the right to express what
it believes to be the sentiment of the students. That many things are
done in a wrong manner, and that many wrong things are done arc facts
which all must acknowledge, and, in condemning and criticising such acts
THE TABLET is fulfilling at least one of the purposes for which it was
brought into being, since in no other way can the majority of the student
body communicate so easily with the various organizations. THE TABLET does not claim to be superior to everybody and everything; but it
does claim the right to express opinions which it has found by careful
inquiry and thought to be the sentiment of the majority of the students
and which it believes will be of advantage to the persons or organizations
at which they are aimed.
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THE Holland scholarships have again come to life after a brief period
of sequestration. They were not awarded last year on account of a
misunderstanding of the provisions of the will, and the Senior class feel a
little sore at being passed over. But it cannot be helped, as the trustees
have decided they must be given to men who are to pursue courses of
study at Trinity, and the income for last year is needed for the award
next June. It is to be regretted that these scholarships cannot be given
to graduates studying elsewhere, as was originally intended. This would
have been a new departure in the line of scholarships, and one in which
Trinity would have created a precedent. THE TABLET heartily congratulates the College on the acquisition of these scholarships. They are
three in number and yield an income of six hundred dollars each. Few
colleges have such large ones, and as they are to be given for the highest
excellence in all departments, the competition for them should be general
and lively.
WHILE THE TABLET recognizes and deplores fully as much as any
loyal Trinity man tlie ugliness and general incongruity of the old
gymnasium, we feel that the late practice of making its windows the targets for snow-balls and like missiles can hardly be too severely condemned. We all know from hearsay and from sad experience that the
usual and the most successful method of amusing children is by means of
rattles, drums-by anything, in fact, which will make a noise-but we
also supposed that when the boy entered college and ostensibly became a
man, he had outgrown and cast aside the desires of boyhood. But, at
Trinity, there must be exceptions to this rule, for we can imagine no other
reason for breakin g windows intentionally than the pleasure of hearing
the crash of the broken glass. There are certainly other and better marks
by which to train the precisio n of one's eye, and this wanton destruction
of property and disfigurement of the college can be excused only by the
plea of utter foolishness, or because of a youth that is below the standard of even the Freshman class.
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IT is a matter of much regret to THE TABLET that more interest was
not shown in the gymnasium exhibition. Never before have the
entries been so few, not even last year, when it was thought that the prospects for an exhibition were the most discouraging possible. But it
appears that such was not the case, and that a " sleepy hollow " policy
threatens to extinguish this important feature of our College athletics.
Right here let us cry, "Halt! " The argument that "our numbers are
too few," will not apply so strongly in this instance. It is conceivable
that a difficulty should arise in choosing a foot-ball team from one hundred and twenty men, so many are the qualifications required to produce
a foot-ball player, but any college man by diligence can become proficient as a gymnast to a greater or less degree. Moreover, it is only in
the last two years that the Faculty have made gymnastics compulsory
for the under classes. Naturally one would expect larger results from a
larger application of energy and material; however, facts will not bear out
the supposition. The truth of the matter is, there is not sufficient interest shown by every individual man, for it is the individual that counts,
and THE TABLET hopes that another year this defect will be remedied
and that the brunt of the burden will not be borne by the few but by the
many.

l""HE volume of Trinity Sketches which is now being printed as a companion to the volume of Trinity Verse will be placed on sale shortly before Easter. The quantity of material from which the selections
were made was so large and the quality so uniform, that it has been no
light task to choose the best. No trouble or expense has been spared in
order to make the book attractive, and the editors hope that it will give
general satisfaction both to alumni and undergraduates.

A PEEP BEHIND THE MASK.
THE thronged streets of New York roll and rumble at all hours of the
day and night. The very people seem to rush by with bated breath ,
and the air is full of the modern war-cry, "Death or the three per cents!"
There is no middle course between the two extremes. Were not the
war-cries of old all nobler?
One man is trampled down, but the great stream is checked not a whit.
There is no time for display of the feelings, 110 time for such trifling
things. But there are moments when the throng must stop to catch its
breath and to gaze idly at scenes in which it can have no part, the plays
of olden time, of the youth of the race, or the comedies of the feverish
world of to-day.
It was the opening ni ght of one of th e great spectacular dramas of New
York. The great company of two hundred had been picked out from the
dramatic resources of the city. It was a motley collection of varied skill,
grace, and beauty. Women and girls of all climes were there-the lighthaired Saxon and the dark-bud Italian, the wandering Bohemian and
the French, types of the old world and the new . . Thackeray says somewhere that as we look behind the scenes of the play and see the stage and
the stagers dismantled of their rouge and powder and tinsel, so we may
look, as it were, behind the author's scenes of the play and see how little
reality lurks in it, bereft of the ~litter and display of dramatic bombast.
It is all a show, a striving for effect. The play and the players on the
stage and in the world are very much alike. Generally, acting is what we
see, and the real scenes of life are few and far between. Every one stands
before us, the pattern of pleasing conventionality; every one is always the
same smiling automaton in the glare of the footlights or in the world's
cold light, but yet "behind the scenes," the living human soul sometimes
shines fo'rth. Each face takes the impress of its soul and tells its own
story. Out of many possible romances we may follow the thre~d of one
little narrative.
The "coryphee du ballet" was a beauty in her way. She was dark,
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almost Egyptian one woulJ tlii11k. She led the well-drilled ranks of the
ballet as the most graceful of them all. And the dark-eyed girl did it with
a certain charm. She liked the stage effect and the glittering dress. It
pleased her to come before the footlights, to hear the low ripple of
applause, and to exalt into enthusiasm the great, crowded house. Josette
had plenty of admirers, but she cast them gaily off. They were nothing
to her. She was a queen in her little kingdom, a modern Cleopatra.
There was one comic actor who was immensely popular with the New
York theatre-goers. He was a short, sturdy, little fellow, ugly enough,
but in his combined character of acrobat, comic singer, and dancer, he
appealed irresistibly to the taste of the vast public. His name was Riplin; the people called him "Rips." A more grotesque creation than
"Rips" it ·would be:! hard to find. His face could brighten whimsically
and could become drearily mournful in a moment. He reminded one of
the old-fashioned goblins of story-books.
When "Rips" saw Josette for the first time, on the opening night of
the grand opera, he thought he had never seen any one so beautiful
before. He thought of her and dreamt of her, and when he saw her, animated and graceful, talking and laughing with the rest of the company
and the club men in dress suits, he would feel a pang of jealousy. She
cared nothing for him any more than for the others. Indeed, she and the
other girls would kiss their hands and laugh and joke with this poor little
man more freely than with the other men. She felt that she could pet
him and play with him and cast him aside like a toy when she was tired.
He was to her as the jester is to the court lady.
Meantime she was his queen, his peerless queen. He did not love, he
adored her and looked up to her as to a person far above him. He saw
that she was superior to the other girls in every way, and was not the
common ballet dancer, living either on the stage or on the street.. Then he
was different from the ordinary run of comedians. Uneducated and lowly
born, still he had a warm-hearted and sympathizing nature. He was not
one of the base, worldly actors who take up com~dy as a profession sim-
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ply to make money. He felt intensely, and sympathized with the feelings
and foibles of human nature. He liked to make the people laugh, and
they, feeling his heart was with them, gave him theirs. How breathlessly he would watch, night after night, the long lines of the ballet, with
that one figure at their head, sweeping about in their graceful draperies
or marching along the stage in gilded mail. How excited he would get,
when the troop ascended the great pavilion, smiling Josette took her seat
at the top, and the house shook with applause. Then perhaps it would
be his turn to go on. And afterwards he would watch her again from the
wings, till the lace draperies were drawn in, the bright band disappeared,
and the curtain fell.
He knew no better than to love this bright creature, though she cared
for him not at all and he did not expect her to. Many days passed
and still that stream of throbbing human life took part in the great drama.
But one day the coryphce did not come; there was a new one in her
place. "Rips" anxiously wandered about, asking where she was, but
for several days could get no answer to his questions. Then, indeed, he
had to struggle through bis jokes and dances, hiding his real face behind
a mask. One night, just before the curtain rose, he heard it whispered
about that she was dead. How lightly and indifferently they spoke of
her. There were a few queries, a few comments. Ile was the only one
who remembered. Alas! the wreaths of popular applause are never
made of immortelles.
Never had he fascinated the people more than on that night. Never
had he laughed so madly, never had he joked so brightly, never had the
house, tier on tier, rang with such delighted approval.
·'/<

*

*

But if they could have seen him after the play was over, walking in the
chill streets and looking up in agonized appeal to the cold stars, as they
grew pale in the morning light! How long can this mockery last?
It would seem that the mask must fall off soon, forever.
J.B. B.

UNCLE DAN jL.
UNCLE DAN'L BEEBE was sitting oil the pebbly shore of the bay
mending his nets-the dreary task that has periodically faced fishermen since the beginning of the world. And yet the old man was not unhappy, not weighed down by his loneliness and the sense of the smallness
and drudgery of his daily occupation. Providence in assigning him a !;iOlitary lot in life, had bestowed on him nature's own antidote in the form of
a sunny, contented disposition that brightened the present and filled the
future with hope. So, as he sat there through the long afternoon on his
hard and shifting seat, and plodded over mesh after mesh of the gray old
net, he drew in, unconsciously, perhaps, the influence of the quiet scene.
The tiny waves rolled in with the comfortable, soothing sound noticed only
Oil a calm summer day, carrying back with them in their retreating course
a tinkling retinue of pebbles and shells from the beach. The slanting rays
of the sun played over the old man's cheek and neck, completing the work
that it began on the day when the boy of ten hoed his first row of potatoes
and stacked his first load of hay, and that brown, tanned face, with its
hooked nose and piercing yet friendly, eyes, gave to the merely casual
acquaintance that feeling of respect and confidence that seems particularly
to be inspired when a kindly soul looks out through a rugged exterior.
Finally the fisherman reached the last break, and, having mended that,
rose slowly to his feet and shook himself. " Wall," said he, as he folded
up his day's work and stowed it away in the bow of the sharpie drawn
up on the sand, "I cal'late that '11 hold fish the rest of the year." So
saying he lifted his basket and trudged up the hill toward the village, behind which the sun was just setting.
"Uncle Dan'!" lived in a little wooden box of a house at the head of
the lane that ran off from the main street. The box was only different
from the boxes of which this town and nearly all small New England
towns consist, in that it was smaller and showed no signs of a woman's
presence, either in a little garden without, or neat and cozy arrangement
within. There was only one room of any considerable size on the ground
floor. This held a stove, where Uncle Dan'! did all his _cooking. Beside
this indispensable article, there was but little furniture-one or two wooden
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chairs and a stool supplying all his wants. One side of the otherwise bare
room was p iled high and promiscuously with nets, lobster-pots, eel-traps,
and all the other appliances and tackle dear to the fisherman's heart, and
necessary for his daily use. The old man's only attempts at enlivening
this rather gloomy interior had been by pictures tacked on the wallsnot the kind that usually adorns parlors, but colored prints and caricatures, cut from a story pamphlet or a city daily.
After his brief supper, in which the inevitable pie-bought in his case
-figured prominently, the old man sat down and looked over the last
number of the Eag le. The Eagle was a struggling publication of the
mushroom variety, that had only been started a few months since. Two
small sheets, filled with Associated Press news that reappeared with admirable pertinacity week after week, interspersed with facetious comments
on village happenings and freshened with fiery editorials, composed a bit
of reading matter that would have been eagerly seized upon by a professional humori st. But unfortunately the Eagle was one of the flowers
that are born to blush unseen. Uncle Dan'l had received enough of an
education to be able to work his way in time through a column, following the lines with his finger. Immediately after a communication
from the village poetess, denouncing in burning words the evils of dancing,
came the following note : "'Ne have been long without a doctor. Dr.
Hyde, the well known physician of Centerville, is going to move here
next week." Uncle D an'l raised his eyes from the paper and looked
thoughtfully into the fl ame of the lamp. "I dunno what to do," muttered he to himself. " I ain't never ben sick a day in my life, but my
throat's ben a achin' bad fur a good spell. I reckon I'd better ask the
doctor what 's the matter."
In the heart of the village, if it could be said to have a heart, stood a
small building that did duty for grocery and post-office. On one side of
the store was the counter with its background of tea and cracker boxes,
while the other was occupied by the little numbered glass boxes and the
opening through which the letters were passed. Every evening, just before the arrival of the mail train, a crowd collected at the door. Young
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men and boys from the near-by stone quarries sat and lounged about on
the steps, filling the air with smoke and coarse laughter. From time to
time a village maiden accompanied by her conscious beau, would terminate her walk at the distributing window. For a stranger, it was something of an ordeal to run the gauntlet of those staring eyes and pass up
the steps into the office in the midst of a sudden silence. Dr. Hyde was
not yet well enough known to escape, but he walked bravely through the
crowd and claimed his letters.
He was leaning against the wall and chatting with John Tubbs, a wellto-do farmer of the neighborhood, when Uncle Dan'l appeared, looked
in vain for a letter, and with a pleasant nod to the physician slipped out
again. "Poor old fellow," said Dr. Hyde, half to himself. "Why
what's the matter with Uncle Dan'l?" asked . the farmer. "Please don't
say a word to anyone about it, but he complained to me to-day of a pain
in his throat, and I am afraid he has a trouble there that will carry him
off before long. If it is a cancer, he may live for years, but he's bound to
go under in time. I didn't tell him what ailed him-just advised the
taking of a harmless medicine and care. He will be happier and probably better, doing his ordinary work." The kind-hearted doctor would
not have slept so well that night if he had known that Uncle Dan'l, happening to pause in the darkness just outside the door, had heard enough
of the conversation to give him an idea of the cruel truth only too distinct.
To the outsider there was no change visible in Uncle Dan'!. Three or
four times a week he could be seen, early in the morning, rowing with
his rapid, jerky, fisherman's stroke toward the outer bay, where his lobster-pots were anchored, and at night, he still tended his fish-traps with
all his old-time regularity. He showed to everyone the same smiling
face and evinced the same cheerful activity. But over his whole life now
there was a shadow, of which he was so keenly conscious that it seemed
to him as if all he met looked upon him as a marked man. The sun and
the ~aves were no longer bright to him. He could not banish from his
mind the idea of a lingering death-not so much death itself, or even the
pain, but the necessity that would force him, who had never known sick-
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ness, to grow feebler and feebler in pitiful inactivity. He would not
speak again to the doctor of the matter, and he did not care to have the
town know of his condition. And so it happened that before his mortal
sickness had really taken a firm hold, Uncle Dan'l's life had become embittered by dwelling 011 the future.
On the morning of the great storm, the people of the village were awake
and at the water's edge by five o'clock. The wind was directly from the
ocean, and blowing as the little community had not seen it blow for half
a century. The clouds of fine spray that filled the air produced effects
like a Scotch mist, making objects half a mile out invisible. On this dim
and uncertain boundary line could be seen the ghastly outline of several
schooners that had put in for shelter from the storm. A few hundred feet
from shore the waves were dashing furiously against a rock whose huge
bulk they at times completely covered with a mass of foam, On the
shore confusion reigned. A multitude of boats, little and big, left at
anchor with no thought of coming danger, had been seized by the sudden
tempest and were breaking from their moorings and beating themselves
to pieces on the beach, in spite of their owners' efforts. And to complete the desolation of the scene, it was becoming evident that one of the
ships in the offing was in distress. The anchors were unable to bear the
strain, and slowly but surely she was drifting on the reef. Her crew succeeded in launching the boat, which after a thrilling passage reached
land in safety, while the schooner lurching and plunging on, finally went
fast on the rocks with a crash and commenced to break up.
All this time the wind had not abated one whit of its violence. Walking in a straight line was impossible, and people were tossed hither and
thither like wisps of hay. The little drops of spray and mist stung like
hail-stones as they beat on the faces of the crowd. Until now no one had
noticed that Uncle Dan'l's sail-boat was not one of the many that lined
the shore, nor was his form among the dozen who were doing their best
to save their belongings from total wreck. \Vhen the fact of the old
man's disappearance had become generally known, different rumors about
his whereabouts began to be circulated. One man had been fishing the

THE TRINITY TABLET.

day before, and had hailed him about noon, as he sailed by, apparently
engaged in the same pursuit. Another had noticec;l Uncle Dan'l's boat
some distance behind his on the way home just as the fog shut down. If
this was true the chances were that the old fisherman had anchored for
the night at the entrance of the bay, and had been exposed to the full
fury of the storm. But the villagers were far from despairing-it is
doubtful indeed, whether half a dozen people believed that Uncle Dan'l
could drown.
The stormy gray light at length began to wane, and the crowd of
watchers that had hardly moved from the water's edge all day reluctantly left the scene of the morning's excitement. The wind, too, as if weary
with its hard day's work, fell off somewhat in violence, though this was
not noticeable until long after night had obscured everything but the
sound of the waves.
The next morning began one of those perfect days that so frequently
follow any great outbreak of nature's forces. The sky was without a
cloud and the water was rippled only where the boat of some early explorers moved slowly toward the shore. Not long after they had landed
an unusual bustle showed in the village.
Knots of people gathered
everywht:re, talking in half whispers, and before an hour had passed
the whole town knew that Uncle Dan'l's boat had been found, floating bottom up.
A searching party was immediately organized, and,
pushing out from the tangled mass of kelp and sea-weed piled high along
the beach, the men started on their sad mission. They returned at
evening, tired, unsuccessful and sad. For Uncle Dan'l was both well
known and well liked. Even the village gossips, those dismal harpies
that prey on all such themes, had nothing to say against him.
Uncle Dan'l's body was never recovered. It may have been carried
out to sea or it may have been clutched by the arms of the weed that
grows on the reef out in the bay. The great ocean that had nourished him through life, had taken the old fisherman to itself at last. And
Farmer Tubbs and the doctor were the only ones of his acquaintance
who knew that the sea had done him a service.
P. J. M.

MARCH.

A

LL day against my window, blurred and dim,
The rain had dripped with dreary monotone,
And low'ring mists that hurrying rain had blown
From o'er the distant mountain's purple rim
Made twilight pale within the leafless woods.
There, in those bleak and dism..11 solitudes,
No bud made bright the branches dull and gray,
No bloom shone on the withered vines that shed
Their broken stems along the winding way.
"The spring will come no more," I said,
"Unto my life, made sad with loss and pain,"
When lo ! across the clouds of driving rain
The sunlight broke with splendor sweet and mild,
And from the faped turf the first blue violet smiled!

E.N.

AFFINITY.

I

N the vast realms of unconjectured space,
Where devious paths eternally outspread,
Where farthest stars their mighty marches tread,
And unknown suns through unknown systems race,
What power can give our longing hearts the grace
To follow feet that long ago had fled
Among the thronging nations of the dead,
To find the welcome of the one dear face.
Nay! thongh the throng is countless, I am I
And you are you? We should not vainly seek,
Would you not hear if e'er so low my call?
Nay, Wl!re we dust and had no lips to speak,
Our very atoms, on the winds blown by,
Would meet and cling, whatever might befall.

E.N.

EVENING.
HE opening gates of Paradise hath lent
Some tinge of glory to the dying day ;
earth-bound souls, with longing, lingering gaze
Would fain rise up and move along that way.

T
And

A stillness sweet and solemn all around ;
The song of birds is hushed; there falls no quiver
Of rustling leaf, or shaking, trembling reed
Upon the fair, faint brightness of the river.
The crescent moon gleams coldly, dimly forth,
And in the deepening blue of heaven, afar,
A tender watcher o'er the troubled world,
Shineth one solitary, glittering star.
The shadows deepen on the distant hills;
The highest peaks but touched with glittering light;
And down their purpling sides the misty clouds
Wrap all the valleys in a dusky night.

EN.

LOVE'S INQUIRY.

W

HY dost thou droop and fade away,
Fair flower upon my lady's breast?
Can not her breath check thy decay ?
Yields not her heart a pleasing rest ?
Can beauty thus with beauty met,
So soon grow weary, droop and die!
What one of Nature's laws directs
That thus in heaven ye withering lie?
Live, freshen, brighten, bloom, revive,
Yield forth thy fragrance, that in thee,
She love's true lasting gift may have,
A pledge of constancy from me.

W. W.P.

LIFE AND DEATII.

rrwo

snow flakes born of winter's storm
Fell through the airTwo downy flakes of star-like form,
Beyond compare.
One rested on the sun-kissed ground,
And there it died :
While one a sheltering ice drift found,
And death defied.
Two human souls, by God's decree,
Were sent to earth ;
Each with a different destiny
Was given birth.
One struggled 'gainst an evil fate,
Nor long survived :
The other, born to happier stale,
Grew strong and thrived.
Oh, who can solve the hidden sense
Of God's design?
"\Ve trust in His omnipotence
And love divine.
The man who dies before his prime,
Perhaps, is blest ;
He longest Ji ves, who in his time
Has lived the best.

E. N.

A COMPOSITE CHARACTER.

N

ATURE was careless, I think, when she made
A man I could easily mention,
Or shovelled the raw stuff out with a spade,
As something unworthy attention;
For there's enough in him to make up a man
On the regular, thoroughbred-gentleman plan,
And enough besides for a loafer,
And a team of wild horses left over.

M.

COLLEGE AND CAMPUS.

A

T the regular mid-winter meeting of the Athletic Association held February
24th, J. M. Wainwright, '95 was elected manager of the Foot-ball team.
The winter Gymnasium Exhibition was held on Friday evening, March 16th.
E. C. Cammann, '96, has left college because of ill-health to travel in the
South, but expects to return to college next year.
The fourth german will be given March 3olh,and will be led by G. A. Quick,
'94, with Miss Hart, and 0. T. Paine, '96, with Miss Whitmore.
It is hoped that "Trinity Sketches," which is now in the press, will be out by
March 30th. The book will be a small volume containing verse, and sketches
by Trinity men. The Alumni have responded very liberally to the circulars
sent them in regard to the book.
At a recent meeting of the Freshman class the following officers were elected
for the ensuing term: President, H. VonW. Schulte; vice-president, G. S.
McCook ; secretary, H. W. Allen ; treasurer, H. W. Hayward.
Dr. Hart has been re-elected president of the Connecticut Library Association.
The second subscription dance will be given soon after the fourth german.
At a meeting of the Senior class held March 3d, Shirley Carter was elected
Class-day President; H. T. Greenley, Presenter; C. F. Weed, Historian; F. F.
Johnson, Orator; and C. E. Taylor, Poet. W.W. Vibbert will deliver the Epilogue. The president appointed on the committee on committees, R. S. Graves,
P. B. Morrison, R. P. Parker, F. C. Edgerton, and C. J. Davis.
Professor White lectured before the Missionary Society on Tuesday March
6th. His subject was, "The Motive of Modern Missions."
The last lecture of the course of six given in Alumni Hall, was delivered last
Tuesday evening February 27th, by Mr. Richard Burton, on "Ibsen and the
Modern Drama." These lectures have been very well attended, and thoroughly
appreciated, both by the students and people from town. And THE TABLET
wishes to express the thanks of the community to President Smith to whom we
are indebted for this entertaining and instructive course.
Professor Luther is about to move on Columbia street, where he has taken a
house.
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At a special meeting of the Athletic Association held March roth, C. S.
Morris was elected Junior Foot-ball director.
At the last meeting of the Dramatic Association the club accepted the resignation of W. S. Schlitz, '94, and David Willard, '95, was elected stage manager to
fill the vacancy.
Professors Luther and Robb are charter members of th e newly organized City
Club. The club was formed with the object of bettering city government.
The conditions under which the Holland scholarships are to be awarded
have at last been announced. The scholarships are three in number with a value
of about $500 each. They will be awarded as follows : one in the present
Sophomore class and two in the Junior class, to those men who have the highest
aggregate scholarship for the year. The arrangement is for this year only,
and the conditions will doubtless be changed next year. Those who win these
scholarships place themselves under obligatiom to remain one year in college.
By the death of the widow of General Nathan B. Waterman, of Hartford, the
college comes into possession of his legacy of $5,000, which is designated as an
addition to the scholarship funds of the college.
The Sophomore class have organized a Base- ball team with E. S. Morris as
manager and W. H. Coggeshall as captain; and games are being arranged with
various neighboring teams.
Paul Jones, who is on a tour around the world, delivered a short lecture in
one of the college rooms last week.

CONSOLABLE.

"JUST flunked a rec it ation;

scored a goose-egg large and round;
I am the mo st unlucky chap in college, I'll be bound ;
And yet I would not ch ange my lot with any other man,
For though my luck be hard indeed, not so is my divan."

DeF.H.
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The Glee Club gave a concert in Y. l\I, C. A. Hall, New Britain, February
27th, which was very well attended.
The manager of the Base-ball team has up to the time of going to press
arranged the following schedule :
Thursday, April 5, Williams at Hartford.
Tuesday, April 10, Amherst at Hartford.
Friday, April 20, Leontines at New York.
Saturday, April 21, University of Penn., at Philadelphia.
Monday, April 23, Haverford University at Washington.
Wednesday, April 25, Georgetown University at Washington.
Thursday, April 26, Franklin and Marshall at Lancaster, Pa.
Friday, April 27, Georgetown University at Washington.
Monday, April 30, Washington and Lee at Lexington, Va.
Saturday, May 5, Wesleyan at Middletown.
Tuesday, May 8, Colgate at Hartford.
Friday, May 11, Dartmouth at Hanover.
Saturday, May 12, Dartmouth at Hanover.
Wednesday, May 16, Harvard at Cambridge.
Thursday, May 17, Brown at Providence.
Thursday, May 24, Fordham at Hartford.
Tuesday. May 29, Georgetown University at Hartford.
Saturday, June 2, Wesleyan at Hartford.

lThe editors do not hold themselves responsible either for the language or sentiments of communications addressed to them.]
To the Editors of

THE TABLET :

GENTLEMEN:

That much abused and much derided organization, the Press Club, feels
becomingly flattered that it is deemed worthy to form the subject of so
many clever, though shop-worn editorials, but it does uot feel that it can
sit calmly by ~nd grin and bear all the unpleasant things that are said
about it without uttering a word or two in its own defence.
It therefore begs to inform you, and all who read your columns, that at
the beginning of the year a thorough canvas of the principal newspapers
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in this part of the country was made to find which ones published college
news. It was found that only a few of them did, and these the Press
Club furnished with correspondents.
Now in answer to the accusation of your editorialist that the Press
Club is composed of bloated monopolists, and that the competition is not
free, we would say that the competition is free as air, and we only wish
that some would breathe this free air and compete. Further, the usefulness
of the club is hindered by the correspondents of the local papers not belonging to the club, and therefore the club has no authority to oust them
when they fail to do their work satisfactorily.
There is moreover one most important fact that your editorialist appears
to have entirely overlooked, namely: that during certain periods, especially during the winter months, there is in a small college a great dearth
of news of any earthly interest to the outside world. The editor of your
College and Campus must confess as much from the fruits of his researches
for three whole weeks as instanced by your last issue, often amounts to
little more than a list of the hours of opening the Library, the announcement II that certain gentlemen gave very pleasant teas in their rooms,''
and that "the Secretary of the Society for the Increase of the Ministry
preached in the college chapel." Such gems of news are doubtless of
momentous interest to the college, but we question whether the reader of
the New Yurk Tribune would find much to interest him in them.
The Press Club does not mean to insinuate that it has no room for improvement; far from it. But what one of our organizations does not likewise need improvement? It moreover wishes to announce that, if its
work, when the matter is looked at in a fair light, is unsatisfactory, it resigns all claim to the money voted to it by the alumni, and hopes that the
same will be bestowed upou some more worthy organization. In short
the Press Club asks for a little more charitable consideration from THE
TABLET, a little co-operation from the college, and in its turn promises to
try to be of greater service in the future.
Signed
EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE OF PRESS CLUB.

THE TRINITY T A:13t ET.
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THE TABLET cannot but regard this communicatio11 rather as a clever
though lengthy pasquinade, than as a serious criticism. The Press Club
should learn that the end of criticism is not fault-finding, and the high
ideals of THE TABLET are too well known to be stated here. Our controversy with the Club is an old one, but we are always ready to wave
the olive branch, and expect to see the papers teaming w ith news of the
College.

PERSONALS.
Any one having information concerning Alu mn i win confer a f avor
Editor~.

bu com mimicatiflg the same to th e

A tablet, in memory of the Rev. ERASTUS BuRR, D . D., '30, has been placed in
All Saints' Church, Portsmouth, 0.
A committee of which Dr. G. W. RUSSELL, '34, is chairman, has prepared an extensive report on the funds of the Parish of Christ Church, H artford, and it has
been handsomely printed.
Dr. C. J. HOADLEY, '51, has read before the New H aven Colony Historical
Society his paper on the "Hiding of the Connecticut Ch arter."
The Rev. GEORGE C. GRISWOLD, '6 3, has accep ted the rec torship of Christ
Church, Sharon, Conn.
Prof. J. J. McCOOK, '63, has lectured in H artford under the auspi ces of the
Friendly Visitors' Club, on" Charity, practical and spiritual."
Dr. W. A. M. \VAINWRIGHT, '64, and Dr. W. D. MOR GAN, '72, have made a
winter excursion to Bermuda.
"The Church in the Prayer Book," by Edward Lowe Temple, which recently
appeared, contains an introduction by Dr. SAM UEL HART, '66.
The Rev. JAMES STODDARD, '71, was present at the conference of classical
and high school teachers in Hartford, on the 24th of February.
Prof. EDWIN M. HYDE, '73, has been delivering a course of University Extension lectures at Ursinus College in Philadelphia, and elsewhere.
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W. T. RADIR, '80, has been in attendance at the Interior Department at
Washington, on official business for the State of Oregon. He is largely interested in timber-l ands , and his address is 23 r Stark street, Portland, Oregon.
RICHARD BURTON, '83, has been elected a member of the Authors' Club of
New York.
A. B. TALCOTT, '90, has sailed for Europe, intending to spend several months
in travel in Italy and Spain.
I. K. HAMILTON, '9 r, is in the office of the Thomson-Houston Company in
Schenectady, N. Y.
HERBERT PARRISH, '91, has been awarded the Pierre Jay prize for '94, at the
General Seminary, New York. The prize is offered annually for the best essay
on "Motives for Foreign Missions."

NECROLOGY.
The Rt Rev. JOHN ADAMS PADDOCK, D. D., Salutatorian of the class of 1845,
died at Santa Barbara, Cal., on the 4th of March, aged 69 years. He studied
theology at the General Theological Seminary, and was rector of Christ Church,
Stratford, Conn., for six years, and of St. Peter's Church, Brooklyn, N. Y., for
twenty-five years. In 1880 he was elected Bishop of the missionary jurisdiction
of the (then) Territory of Washington; and when in 1890 the jurisdiction was
divided, he became Bishop of Olympia. He labored faithfully as long as health
and strength remain ed. His brother, the late Rt. Rev. B. H. Paddock, Bishop
of Massachusetts, was valedictorian of the class of 1848; another brother, L. S.
Paddock, M. D., was graduated in the class of 1850; and his only son, Robert
L. Paddock, is a member of the class of 1894.
ALFRED BILLINGS BULL, for three years a member of the class of 1859, died
at Tacoma, Washington, on the 23d of February. He was a native of Hartford, and on leavin g college entered upon business there; a few years ago he
removed to Tacoma. His sons, F. S. Bull and W. A. Bull, were members of
the class of 189 r.

ON THE \VALK.

S

T ANDING as it does in such strong antithesis to the beauties which nature
is unfolding at the approach of spring, the Stroller cannot omit saying a
word in regard to that time-worn subject, our old gymnasium. Certainly the
appearance this edifice presented a short time past was a mar upon the college
surroundings. The elements had wrought havoc with the structure ; crumbling the chimneys and loosening the ill-fitting and decayed clapboards. Roundabout, the long grass, withered by the winter's blasts, had been burned, while
here and there the flames had scorched the dry wood in vain effort to ignite the
old building. A high porch formed the only entrance, accessible by a muddy
pair of turf steps, which presented the appearance of meal bags filled with dirt
and piled on one another. Near these steps a large ash-heap, emitted odors of
an unhealthy nature, and cast its dust and dirt to the wind at the slightest
breath of air. The entire building seemed like some huge decayed coffin, with
the ashes still upon it, which had been placed there when the funeral service
was read over its remains. The entire picture seemed so out of keeping with
the beauties of our College campus that the Stroller could not help the thought
escaping him, of the incongruity of men and things.

*

going to press the news *reached* the Stroller's ears that a robbery
had been committed upon the College ground, and of such a novel nature
as to demand inquiry. Investigation brought to light the fact that certain
malicious persons had forced a window in the Biological L:i.boratory and
had decamped with a box of rats which were being preserved for the
purpose of dissection. A little while before some lobsters had been carried
off, and been brought to an untimely end. The Stroller is sorry for them,
not the lobsters, who would probably have come to an untimely end in
any case, but the thieves, who must at least be starving and objects of the
most profound concern. Such must have been the motive for the removal
of the lobsters, but what could have been the reason for the abduction of
the rats? The perpetrators may possess some of the qualities of the Celestial
race and find rats palatable, but the Stroller did not think that any of them
were tending that way, unless as a result of the mysterious disappearance of the
lobsters. Yet it is hard to believe that any college man is degraded to the ~evel
of the domestic cat, and finds happiness in the mere act of carrying off rats.
WHILE

BOOK NOTICES.
"Ships that Pass in the Night:" Beatrice Harriden. New York, G. P. Putnam's
Sons, 1894.
This is a picturesque and clever production. The story is simple and deals
with a phase of life which must of necessity be sad, but this is well relieved by a
delicate humor that flows through the whole and brightens it. Miss Harriden
has a decidedly artistic touch, and this her latest story is fully up to the charming
"Literary Courtship," publishec last year. The book is gotten up with the
usual good taste and daintiness that distinguishes the work of G. P. Putnam's
Sons.

AMONG THE EXCHANGES.
ROSE AT IT AGAIN.

R

OSE kissed me to-day,
Who will kiss her tomorrow ?
That's always the way,When she kisses to-day,
I ask with dismay,
Not unmixed with sorrow :
Rose kissed me to-day,
Who will kiss her to-morrow ?-Ifarvard Lampoon.

A LA MOTHER GOOSE.

P

HILLIS and I fell out,
And natural it came about;
For once we took a toboggan slide
And somehow the thing I couldn't guide,
SoPhillis and I fell out.-Harvard Lampoon.

A PASSING SPIRIT.
NE night my harp sang strangely, sadly sweetIn low, soft, mournful cadence thrilled and thrilled ;
With all a heart's dull sorrowing replete
It throbbed, and then its moaning song was stilled.

O

That night my dear love died-ah ! who can say?
Might she not come in ghostly wanderings ?
Mayhap her grieving spirit passed that way,
And breathed its loving sorrow o'er the strings.-Nassau Lit.

" SHALL I brain him?" cried the hazer,
And the victim's courage fled,
"You can't : it is a freshman,
Just hit it on the head."-Universiry Courier

W

E had a dream the other night,
When everything was still ;
vVe dreamt that each subscriber came
Right up and paid his bill.-Ex.

S

HIVERING, withered, and bent
With palsied, claw-like hands,
In tattered, sun-browned rags,
A gray-beard regiment stands.
Gone are the purple plumes,
The gay green uniforms,
Broken the lances keen,
Battling with autumn's storms.
Each white head's scanty locks
Fall at the wind's fierce breath ;
And the aging thistles wait,
With senile calm, for death.-Co!umbia Spectator.

R ONDEAU.
HE Play· is done, and all the show
Is hid by curtain sinking slow,
The mournful Viols no longer sing,
The Flutes are mute, and mute each StringThe Audience it's way doth go.

T

The Lights do burn but dim and low,
And they who jested to and fro
Have vanished, were they Serf or Kin g ;
The play is done.
Friend, when we find that we outgrow
And this mere Pleasure and mere Woe,
The Play that seemed a tawdry Thing
May have a new and wiser ringAnd then at length we'll sadly know
The play is done.-Ha1vard Advocate.

SORRUW.
HE heavy sky is colored gray
And down the pane the rain drops run.
The world is drear on such a day,But then to-morrow comes the sun.

T

The gray gaunt storm has given men
The verdure, made the blossoms start.
Thus Sorrow-though without our kenRears sweetest flowers in the heart.-Yale Courant.

THEN WHERE SHALL WE GO?

A

STUDENT once rapped at the pearly gate!>
But he rushed away with a fear-o !
When he saw as soon as St. Peter came out
That a halo looks just like a o.-Lehig!t Burr.

